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THE  WHISKERLESS  MARINERS. 


Our  village  was  a clam.  There  could 
not  be  the  least  doubt  about  that ; it  was 
a clam.  Old  Mr.  Finnflapp,  who  had 
been  one  of  the  first  to  give  a leg  to  his 
country,  when  she  had  “ne’er  a leg  to 
stand  on,”  and  who  now  hobbled  about 
the  village  on  a bandy-leg,  a wooden  leg, 
and  a walking  stick  with  a very  queer 
head, — old  Mr.  Finnflapp  said  it.  And  if 
you  did  not  believe  him,  you  had  only  to 
climb  Oyster  Hill,  across  the  fields  there, 
and  you  would  see  our  little  village  stick- 
ing out  of  the  muddy  shore  like  a very  big 
clam,  indeed,  with  the  tiny  white  cottages 
and  the  rickety  huts  of  driftwood  clinging 
to  it  like  so  many  limpets,  and  with  here 


and  there  groves  of  green  trees,  that 
looked  like  patches  of  moss  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

But  although  our  village  looked  like  a 
clam,  when  seen  from  Oyster  Hill,  it 
also  looked  very  much  like  a fish,  when 
seen  from  its  main  street.  For  there 
were  fish-scales  on  everybody  and  every- 
thing. The  fishermen  were  covered  with 
them ; and  so  were  the  fishmongers ; and 
so  were  the  stores  and  dwellings,  too. 
Even  the  meeting-house  steeple  was  seen 
to  glisten  in  spots,  when  the  sun  shone 
brightly,  as  if  that  also  had  been  plas- 
tered with  a few.  The  story  was  that  a 
monstrous  fish  had  waded  through  the 
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village  streets,  years  and  years  ago ; but 
1,  for  one,  did  not  believe  it,  since  Mr. 
Finnflapp  had  never  said  so. 

In  this  little  fishing  village  I was  born 
and  bred ; and  the  only  thing  that  ever 
troubled  me  at  all  there,  as  far  as  I can 
remember,  was  the  coming-in  and  the 
going-out  of  the  tides.  They  were  always 
so  very  slow  in  coming,  and  always  so 
very  fast  in  going,  that,  it  seemed  to  me, 
we  boys  of  the  village  scarcely  ever 
plunged  into  the  water,  but  we  were 
swimming  in  mud  before  we  got  to  the 
shore  again.  However,  by  the  time  I 
reached  the  age  of  eleven.  I had  taken  a 
strong  fancy  to  the  sea.  I threw  away  all 
my  books  of  goblins  and  giants,  and,  in- 
stead, read  only  stories  of  the  deep.  In 
all  the  village  there  was  not  a fisherman 
who  had  ever  had  an  adventure  but  he 
was  my  ideal ; and  I learned  by  heart 
every  fisher’s  yarn  that  came  to  my  ears. 
Altogether,  so  great  an  interest  did  I take 
in  all  things  pertaining  to  the  ocean,  that 
soon  people  began  to  say  I had  “water 
on  the  brain.”  But  that  did  not  dis- 
courage me  at  all,  for  by  now  I had  quite 
decided  to  be  one  of  three  things — a 
great  sea  captain,  a ship-boy,  or  a pirate. 
And  how  I yearned  for  an  adventure ! 

Of  my  many  books,  the  dearest  to  me 
was  “Robinson  Crusoe.”  Lucky  old  Rob- 
inson Crusoe,  how  I envied  his  lot ! Early 
and  late  I followed  him.  I was  wont  to 
take  that  book  on  pleasant  days  to  a cer- 
tain spot  half  a mile  or  so  to  the  north 
of  our  village.  Here  the  shore  was  wild 
and  deserted,  and  large  rocks  stuck  out  of 
the  sea,  as  if  a giant  had  tossed  them 
there,  as  a boy  tosses  pebbles,  just  to  see 
the  splash.  A very  remarkable  thing 
about  this  lonely  place  was  this:  Often- 
times at  twilight,  when  the  night-rack 
came  drifting  in  from  the  sea,  I heard,  or 


fancied  I heard,  strange  murmuring 
voices,  that  kept  repeating  over  and  over, 
“A  dozen  dead  sailors  on  Davy  Jones’ 
locker ; a dozen  dead  sailors  on  Davy 
Jones’  locker.”  It  was  very  mysterious. 
Sometimes  I thought  it  was  but  the 
lapping  of  the  waves,  and  sometimes  the 
sighing  of  the  wind ; but  always  the  little 
lighthouse  far  out  at  sea  kept  time  with 
the  strange  voices,  flashing  and  going  out, 
flashing  and  going  out,  winking  and 
blinking  again  and  again,  “A  dozen  dead 
sailors  on  Davy  Jones’  locker.” 

Yet  this  was  not  what  delighted  me  so 
much,  and  drew  me  to  the  lonely  shore : 
but  an  old  wrecked  ship,  which  had 
stranded  there  long  ago,  and  which  now 
rested  on  an  even  keel  between  two  huge 
boulders,  was  the  object  of  my  frequent 
journeys  hither.  Not  that  I had  ever 
boarded  her ; for,  although  one  might 
walk  out  to  her  bows,  on  a big  rock,  at 
ebb  tide,  there  was  no  way  of  getting  up 
to  her  deck ; but  it  was  such  a queer  old 
ship,  and  seemed  so  much  like  that  which 
was  stranded  in  “Robinson  Cruesoe,”  that 
it  made  everything  I read  here  seem  real. 

It  was  said  that  she  had  foundered  in 
a terrible  storm  one  dark,  dreadful  night. 
She  had  come  ashore  without  a cargo, 
without  a name,  without  a crew ; and  no 
one  had  ever  come  to  inquire  after  her. 
The  sailors  had  all  perished  in  the  sea,  it 
was  thought.  And  when  it  was  found, 
the  next  morning,  that  the  aged  weather- 
cock of  our  village  had  flown  from  his 
perch  on  the  steeple-top,  many  of  our 
superstitious  villagers  said  that  their 
souls  flew  to  heaven  astride  our  late 
featherless  fowl,  like  Mother  Goose  on 
her  gander.  Others  .however,  were  cer- 
tain beyond  a doubt  that  their  spirits  still 
haunted  the  wrecked  vessel,  and  that  they 
would  make  merry  in  the  forecastle  and 
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sing  strange  sea-songs  on  dark,  howling 
nights.  Whether  this  came  true  or  not, 
I cannot  say,  but  surely  most  of  the  vil- 
lagers believed  it,  for  few  of  them  ever 
came  near  her.  Now  and  then  a sea-gull 
would  pause  from  its  flight,  upon  her  tall, 
shroudless  mast,  and  look  down  on  the 
ship,  with  head  awry,  but  that  was  the 
only  living  thing  I ever  saw  near  her. 

What  I was  most  of  all  impressed  with, 
however,  was  the  figurehead — the  fierce 
head  of  an  ogre,  that  grew  right  out  of 
the  prow.  Indeed,  it  made  the  whole  ship 
look  like  a legless  minotaur.  And  what 
a singular  creature  it  was ! Forever 
popping  into  the  midst  of  my  dreams,  and 
scaring  my  wits  half  to  death — some- 
times by  wriggling  about  in  his  belly, 
sometimes  by  walking  majstically  on  his 
head  with  his  tail  held  up  in  the  air,  and 
very  often  by  bouncing  merrily  along  on 
his  hindmost  quarters. 

But  to  get  to  the  story.  About  dusk 
one  evening,  I chanced  to  be  lying  on  the 
shore  near  the  old  wreck,  wondering  what 
good  Robinson  Crusoe  would  have  done 
had  he  been  born  and  bred  on  a clam,  as 
I had  been.  And  while  I was  wondering 
and  speculating  upon  this  important 
theme,  the  strange  voices  began  their 
doleful  tune  of  “A  dozen  dead  sailors  on 
Davy  Jones’  locker,”  but  much  louder  and 
in  much  quicker  time  than  I had  ever 
heard  them  before.  I marveled  at  this, 
for  it  happened  that  the  tide  was  at  ebb, 
and  there  was  scarcely  any  wind  at  all. 
Yet  the  voices  kept  growing  louder  and 
louder ; they  were  roaring  soon, — and 
then,  suddenly,  they  came  to  a dead  stop, 
and  an  ominous  silence  followed.  This 
was  so  unusual,  so  very  strange,  indeed, 
that  I began  to  feel  uneasy.  I looked  out 
to  sea.  There  the  little  lighthouse  was 
winking  and  blinking  as  steadily  as  ever ; 


but  silently,  so  silently.  I felt  as  if  some- 
thing horrible  were  about  to  befall.  I 
started  to  get  up,  and  as  I did  so,  a ter- 
rible voice,  that  seemed  to  come  from  the 
very  bowels  of  the  earth,  broke  the  awful 
stillness : “ ’Vast  there  ! Belay  there ! 
Skipper,  honk-ahoy  there !” 

I was  greatly  startled  and  mystified, 
you  may  be  sure,  and  I shivered  as  1 had 
shivered  only  on  the  day  that  Peter  Pea- 
pill  slipped  a lump  of  ice  down  my  back, 
in  school,  at  the  moment  the  teacher  said, 
“Fold  your  hands !” 

But  nothing  further  was  uttered  by  the 
mysterious  voice,  and  after  a little  while  I 
became  calm  again.  And  with  the  return 
of  my  self-possession  a great  curiosity 
filled  me  to  discover  whence  had  come 
that  voice  so  ghostly.  I stood  up  and 
peered  into  the  gathering  gloom.  On  that 
big  rock  which  ran  out  to  the  bows  of  the 
old  wreck,  the  legless  minotaur,  I espied 
a solitary,  white-bloused  figure,  gazing  up 
into  the  ogre’s  face.  It  turned  soon,  and 
in  looking  around  caught  sight  of  me. 
Then  it  kept  gazing  at  me  for  a mighty 
long  minute;  and  as  it  looked,  its  knees 
began  to  wobble  queerly,  and  as  its  knees 
began  to  wobble,  its  limbs  drooped  limply 
from  its  body,  and  its  body  drooped 
limply  from  its  head,  and  its  head 
drooped  limply  from  nothing  at  all ; so 
that,  altogether,  this  strange  figure  looked 
more  like  a poor,  stuffingless  scarecrow' 
than  anything  else  I have  ever  seen.  For 
a mighty  long  minute  it  stood  thus,  and 
then,  all  at  once,  it  wheeled  about,  and 
fled  toward  the  distant  village. 

Needless  to  say,  I wras  greatly  aston- 
ished at  this.  It  w'as  so  unexpected.  To 
think  that  the  fiend — for  who  else  but  a 
fiend  would  be  wandering  in  the  dark  in 
such  a dismal  place  as  this  ? — to  think  that 
the  fiend  had  run  away  upon  seeing  me ! 
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I couldn’t  believe  it.  I couldn’t  under- 
stand it.  But  suddenly  the  mysterious 
voice  came  again,  dreadful,  hollow,  and 
unearthly : 

“ ’Vast  there  ! Belay  there  ! Keel’aul 
me,  honk — ahoy  there!”  Just  like  that. 

Instinctively  my  gaze  turned  toward 
the  old  wreck.  I saw  her  vast  hull,  a 
black  bulk  in  the  darkness.  1 saw  her 
shroudless  mast,  a slender  shadow  taper- 
ing skyward.  1 saw  upon  her  bulwarks 
forward — another  shadowy  figure.  It 
swayed  to  and  fro  an  instant,  then  saw 
me,  and  beckoned  me  with  its  arm. 

And  I,  like  a witless  fool,  started 
toward  it,  without  a moment’s  consider- 
ation; not  from  a voidance  of  fear,  nor 
yet  from  any  unnatural  curiosity,  but 
simply  from — well,  instinct.  So  1 did 
start,  and  in  almost  less  time  than  it  takes 
to  tell  I was  standing  on  the  big  rock 
under  the  very  bows  of  the  old  wreck. 
There  I found  a rope  ladder  hanging,  like 
a beard,  from  the  minotaur’s  face.  Never 
before  had  I seen  the  legless  minotaur 
with  a beaid.  It  seemed  to  me  that  it 
must  have  sprouted  in  a single  night,  like 
the  wonderful  Bean-stalk ; and  I,  like 
Jack,  was  eager  to  climb  it.  Even  the 
ogre's  gaping  head  failed  to  make  me 
hesitate;  for,  telling  myself  that  it  was 
but  a wooden  head  after  all  (as  in  truth 
it  was),  I seized  it  firmly  by  its  painted 
nose,  hauled  myself  over  its  cracked  and 
corrugated  head,  and  landed,  without 
more  ado,  on  the  deck  of  the  wrecked 
ship. 

Then  I stopped — for  I knew  not  what 
else  to  do — and  looked  about  for  my 
guide.  But  the  sky  had  clouded,  and  the 
night  was  very  dark.  I strained  my  eyes 
in  every  direction,  only  in  vain.  The 
shadowy  figure  that  had  beckoned  to  me 


was  gone ; and  I stood  upon  the  ghostly 
ship  all  alone. 

“A  pretty  fix,”  thought  I.  “It  must 
have  been  a spirit  that  beckoned  to  me. 
What  a fool  I was  to  come  aboard  ! What 
a fool !”  And  then  all  the  gruesome 
tales  I had  ever  heard  kept  running  in 
my  head ; heinous  creatures  crept  into  my 
thoughts,  taking  shape  in  the  dark 
shadows  of  the  old  ship,  and  skulking 
about  me  in  the  darkness,  with  fearful 
eyes  and  cavernous  mouths.  And  oh,  how 
quiet  the  old  ship  was ! How  like  a 
grave  ! But  presently  those  strange,  mys- 
terious voices  began  to  sing  again,  in 
muffled,  mumbling,  rumbling  mono- 
tones  : “A  dozen  dead  sailors  on  Davy 
Jones’  locker ; a dozen  dead  sailors  on 
Davy  Jones’  locker.”  And  even  then 
everything  seemed  hushed,  and  suggestive 
of  approaching  danger.  Even  the  little 
lighthouse  far  out  at  sea  winked  and 
blinked  timidly,  beating  time  with  a 
trembling,  uncertain  light.  And  the  cold 
mist  from  the  sea  crept  around  me  like  a 
shroud. 

Then  there  was  a rattling  of  chains 
that  made  my  flesh  creep  and  crawl ; a 
low,  hollow  chuckle,  that  made  my  heart 
stand  sitll ; a dreadful  thump  from  some- 
where aft,  that  made  me  wish  I were 
dead.  Then  stump,  stump,  stumpedy 
stump,  echoed  along  the  quiet  deck. 
Surely  something  was  coming  toward  me. 
Stumpedy,  stump,  stumpedy,  stump ! 
Nearer  it  came.  A moment  more  and  it 
would  be  upon  me ! At  that  very  instant 
the  moon  peeped  out — to  see  what  the 
stumping  was  all  about,  maybe, — and  the 
pale  green  light  lit  up  the  scene,  weird 
and  ghastly.  Right  before  me  stood — - 
another  shadowy  figure ! 

Now  my  knowledge  of  spirits  being  at 
that  time  exceedingly  limited,  inasmuch 
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as  it  had  been  acquired  mainly  through 
the  persual  of  fly-specked  advertisements 
in  tavern  windows,  1 could  not  tell 
whether  this  was  a good  spirit  or  an  evil 
spirit,  for  neither  was  it  bottied  nor 
labeled  “best,”  as  wrere  all  the  spirits  I 
had  ever  seen.  For  that  the  shadowy 
figure  before  me  was  a spirit,  I did  not 
doubt  at  all,  since  it  bore  scarcely  any 
resemblance  to  a human  being.  Still, 
though  a spirit,  it  was  not  a modern 
spirit,  surely,  if  I might  judge  by  its 
dress.  On  the  contrary,  it  seemed  rather 
to  belong  to  that  stirring  time  of  yore 
when  men  died  with  their  boots  on.  As 
a matter  of  enlightenment  this  spirit  had 
boots  on,  and  it  was  these  very  boots 
which  had  made  the  mysterious  stumpedy 
stump  on  the  quiet  deck.  For  they  fitted 
the  spirit  about  as  well  as  the  Seven- 
League  Boots  are  said  to  have  fitted  Hop 
o’  Aly  Thumb. 

To  form  a clear  conception  of  this 
ancient  spirit,  however,  you  must  needs 
look  into  that  treasured  volume,  “Cap- 
tain Kidd  and  His  Pirate  Crew.”  Scan 
closely  its  illustrated  pages,  and  when 
you  come  to  a figure  in  great  wide- 
topped  boots,  a figure  adorned  with  frills 
and  ruffles,  and  feathers  and  bright 
buckles,  a figure  that  wears  a mask  over 
its  face,  and  carries  a ponderous  blunder- 
buss, or  some  such  blundering  implement 
— mark  it  well,  tor  it  is  the  likeness  of 
that  very  spirit  which  then  stood  before 
me. 

“By  the  fins  of  a water-fowl !”  quoth 
the  apparition  when  it  espied  me.  “By 
the  gills  of  a headless  crab ! By  the  claws 
of  a catfish ! By  the  very  bones  of  a 
jellyfish!  You’re  a spy!”  Whereupon  it 
leveled  its  time-worn  weapon  at  my  head, 
and  whistled  several  times. 


Then,  as  in  fairy  tales,  when  the  magic 
word  is  given,  a crowd  of  strange  figures 
appeared.  Strange  to  relate,  they  all 
looked  very  much  like  the  one  that 
already  confronted  me,  and,  rushing 
about  the  moonlit  deck  in  their  gaudy 
clothes  and  queer  hats,  with  plumes 
waving,  and  swords  glittering  in  the  pale 
light,  they  made  a picture  beautiiul  to 
behold.  But  nevertheless,  they  were  a 
terrible  lot,  in  truth.  Almost  immedi- 
ately they  surrounded  and  seized  me, 
shouting,  “Overboard  with  him!  Hang 
him  up  by  the  toes ! Slide  him  on  Ins 
ear ! Make  him  walk  the  plank  on  his 
eyebrows!  Pull  his  nose  ! Torture  him! 
Drown  the  spy !” 

“ ’Sdeath !”  a loud  voice  interrupted. 
“Touch  not  the  scalp  of  his  hairy  Head 
without  my  orders ! Prepare  him,  and 
take  him  aft !” 

The  speaker  was  undoubtedly  the 
leader  of  the  spirit  crew,  for  he  sprang 
into  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  flourishing  a 
cutlass  so  big  that  to  prevent  it  from 
trailing  on  the  deck  its  scabbard  was 
fastened  about  his  neck. 

“Aye,  aye !”  the  others  answered. 
Then,  before  I could  wink  and  close  my 
eyes  comfortably,  I was  blindfolded;  and 
before  1 could  ease  the  itching  of  my  nose 
I was  bound  with  heavy  chains.  Pres- 
ently the  skipper  gave  a command,  and 
the  entire  company  of  spirits,  picking  me 
up,  started  along  the  quiet  deck  with  me, 
stumpedy,  stumpedy,  stumpedy,  stump.  I 
could  not  tell  where  they  were  going,  nor 
could  I guess  what  they  were  going  to  do. 
But  in  a little  while  I was  put  down 
again,  still  bound  and  blindfolded,  of 
course,  and  the  voice  of  the  spirit-skipper 
uttered  these  words  in  fearsome  accents : 
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“Mates,  he’s  a spy ! 

Mates,  he  must  die ! 

His  corpse  we’ll  give  to  the  ocean. 

And  when  lie’s  quite  dead, 

May  his  spirit  be  fed 

To  the  tire  Old  Nick  keeps  a-glow- 
ing!” 

The  words  seemed  to  thicken  the  air 
like  smoke  from  father’s  old  corncob ; 
and  my  head  grew  dizzy  and  faint. 

In  order  to  gain  a little  more  time,  how- 
ever, in  hopes  that  I might  awake  and 
find  it  all  a dream,  I began  to  plead : 

“Please,  please,  kind  sir  skipper,  may 
I,  please,  take  off  my  necktie?  It's  brand 
ne\y,  please,  and  I'd  hate  to  get  it  wet, 
and  mother’d  hate  it,  too.  Won’t  3^011  let 
me  take  it  off,  please?’’ 

“No,  mortal,”  said  the  spirit-skipper, 
in  a gurgling  voice,  “your  time  is  come ! 
But  a moment,  and  I shall  count  one — 
two — three,  and  then  you  will  be  flung 
far,  far  out  into  the  sea.  There  you  will 
sink ; there  you  will  die ; there  you  will 
rot, — for  such  is  the  fate  of  spies.  Ah, 
let  the  fishes  make  merry  on  the  flesh  of 
your  carcass ! The  creeping  things  of  the 
sea  crawl  ’mong  your  slimy  bones  ! Your 
skull  will  be  the  abode  of  barnacles  ! Your 
soul — ha!  ha!  Old  Nick  will  wring  it 


out,  and  dry  it  in  his  fire!  Ready/” 

At  the  word  of  command  I was  taken 
up  once  more  by  two  of  the  spirits,  and 
held  horizontally  between  them. 

“One !”  began  the  skipper,  and  I began 
to  swing. 

“Two !” 

1 felt  that  my  chances  were  growing 
mighty  slim.  I felt  that  I was  in  a pain- 
fully tight  pinch,  and  so  I pinched  my- 
self to  see  if  I were  really  awake.  To 
tell  the  truth,  I had  hoped  all  along  that 
it  would  turn  out  to  be  only  a dream. 
But  horrors ! Here  I was  as  wide  awake 
as  ever.  I blamed  my  fancy  and  re- 
proached my  wits,  for  “surely,”  thought 
I,  “it's  all  their  fault,  not  mine.”  Then 
remembering  that  I had  but  a moment  to 
live,  and  contemplating  the  dreadfulness 
of  the  fate  that  awaited  me,  I began  to 
tremble  and  shake  with  fear. 

“Three  !”  cried  the  skipper. 

Suddenly  I was  swung  far  out  and  let 
go.  Then  I felt  myself  falling — down 
through  a terrible  abyss ; down  to  the 
slimy  water;  down  to  a dreadful  cr)rpt, 
where  greedy  fishes  and  creeping  things 
lay  waiting.  I felt  Old  Nick  reach  out 
and  clutch  my  soul — then  I struck  the 
ocean  and  sank.  C.  C.  P. 

(To  be  continued.) 


ALUMNI  NOTES. 


“My  Reminiscences,”  by  the  late  Ed- 
ward Everett  Plale,  published  in  the 
IV  Oman’s  Home  Companion,  contain 
some  pleasant  references  to  the  Boston 
Latin  School.  He  says  in  part:  “School 
•ife  is  the  important  part  of  life  to  the 
American  boy.  My  school  reminiscences 
are  of  the  dear  old  Latin  School,  where 
we  worshiped  every  brick.  Three  stories 
high,  the  two  upper  stories  had  been  built 


on  a lower  story,  which  was  a generation 
or  two  older  than  they.  Waldo  Emerson 
remembered  how  Admiral  Coffin  of  the 
English  navy  once  walked  into  that  old 
lower  story,  sat  down,  and  said : ‘This 
was  my  seat,  and  here  are  my  initials 
where  I cut  them  with  a jack-knife  in 
1773.’  ....  And  this  is  burned 

into  my  memory.  Once  a month  every 
boy  had  to  speak  before  the  whole  school. 
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I was  nine  when  I did  this  first,  and  I was 
frightened  to  the  verge  of  death.  But  I 

was  told  to  do  it,  so  I did  it 

While  in  the  Latin  School  there  was  the 
beginning  of  my  lifelong  friendship  for 
Edward  Augustus  Renoff,  which  lasts  to- 
day, when  I am  the  only  survivor  of  the 
Harvard  class  of  1839,  I think,  and  he 
and  Coolidge,  another  Latin  School  boy, 
are  the  only  survivors  of  the  class  of 
1838.” 

We  take  this  opportunity  to  correct  a 
mistake  which  occurred  in  the  October 
number.  H.  V.  Bail,  B.  L.  S.,  ’09,  should 
have  been  credited  with  honors  in  ele- 
mentary French,  Physics  and  Geometry, 
as  well  as  in  Algebra  and  elementary 
Greek,  at  the  entrance  examinations  for 
Harvard. 

it 

Merril,  B.  L.  S.,  ’06,  Conroy,  ’06,  L. 
W.  Hickey,  ’07,  and  Finkel,  ’07,  are  all 
on  the  Plarvard  second  football  team,  and 
O’Hare,  ’07,  is  a substitute  on  the  Var- 
sity. 

it 

The  members  of  the  class  of  ’09  are 
widely  separated.  They  may  be  seen  at 
Harvard,  Dartmouth,  Wesleyan,  Wil- 
liams, M.  I.  T.,  Tufts,  Boston  University, 
Boston  College,  Amherst  and  other  col- 


leges. This  is  quite  unusual  for  the  Latin 
School. 

it 

Dexter  Perkins,  ’05,  is  instructor  of 
Government  at  Harvard,  and  J.  B.  Wor- 
cester, ’05,  is  a reporter  for  the  Globe. 

it 

Bernard,  ’08,  is  a candidate  for  the 
Harvard  Varsity  lacrosse  team. 

it 

Thompson,  the  old  B.  L.  S.  guard  and 
centre,  is  ineligible  for  the  Dartmouth 
team  on  account  of  studies.  His  chances 
were  good  for  making  the  team.  Elcock 
is  a sub-tackle. 

it 

Louis  Hopewell  Bauer,  B.  L.  S.,  1904, 
was  a winner  of  one  of  the  Hilton 
scholarships  at  Harvard  for  the  year 
1909-1910. 

Rev.  James  Ivers  Trecothick  Coolidge, 
’38,  the  oldest  living  graduate  of  Har- 
vard University,  graduated  from  the  Bos- 
ton Latin  School  in  the  class  of  1827. 

it 

William  Fogg  Osgood,  professor  of 
mathematics  in  Harvard  University,  B. 
L.  S.,  1877,  recently  received  the  degree 
of  doctor  of  laws  at  Clark  University. 


ATHLETICS. 


November  has  come  at  last,  and  with 
it  our  three  really  big  games  of  the  year. 
The  team  has  been  rounded  into  excel- 
lnt  form  by  Coach  O’Brien.  Only  one 
solitary  defeat  has  been  suffered,  that  at 
Somerville,  by  a score  of  9 to  0.  But  no 
eleven  should  feel  in  the  least  discour- 
aged by  a defeat  at  the  hands  of  the  team 


that  can  beat  the  famous  Waltham  “ag- 
gregation” 22  to  0.  Remember,  Somer- 
ville scored  only  one  touchdown  on  the 
Latin  School,  and  Somerville  with  her 
present  lineup  seems  the  strongest  team 
in  the  State. 

This  year’s  eleven  certainly  appears 
rich  in  material,  especially  in  the  back 
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field.  Van  Etten,  Halligan,  Temple,  Tee- 
han,  Murray  and  Higgins  have  all  played 
in  at  least  one  league  game.  Further- 
more, their  style  of  play  is  varied.  Halli- 
gan especially,  and  Temple  also,  proved 
very  effective  in  the  Dorchester  game,  on 
a broken  field,  and  around  the  ends.  Van 
Etten  and  Teehan,  on  the  other  hand, 
have  “made  good,”  when  called  upon  to 
tear  through  the  line.  Herson  also  can 
carry  the  ball,  as  shown  by  his  gains  of 
twelve  yards  in  two  rushes  at  Dorchester. 
The  line,  rather  weak  at  the  beginning 
of  the  season,  has  stiffened  surprisingly 
well  in  the  last  few  games.  Perhaps  this 
is  due  to  the  general  shake-up  by  the 
coach.  Captain  Madden  has  returned  to 
his  old  position  at  guard,  where  he  “made 
good”  even  in  his  first  year  at  the  school. 
Herson,  of  last  year’s  team,  has  likewise 
returned  to  his  old  position  at  tackle. 
MacNeill  is  over  the  ball  again  this  year, 
and  need  only  look  out  for  a little  more 
steadiness  in  his  snap  back  for  the  punt. 
Prendergast  still  “rips  ’em  up”  at  left 
guard,  and  Tate  balances  the  other  side 
of  the  line.  Unfortunately  the  latter  was 
kept  out  of  the  Dorchester  game  by  an 
injury  rceived  in  practice,  but  his  speedy 
return  is  hoped  for.  Burnett,  who  took 
his  place,  however,  played  a faultless 
game.  The  ends  at  present  seem  pretty 
well  cared  for,  Gorman,  Ayer,  and  White 
all  being  given  a chance  in  almost  every 
game.  Gorman,  especially,  has  shown 
marked  improvement,  and  he  looks  good 
for  left  end.  Mai  Logan’s  work  at 
quarterback  is  up  to  his  last  year’s  stan- 
dard. Pie  tackles  as  hard  as  any  man  on 
the  team.  He  holds  the  punts  well,  with 
but  an  occasional  slip,  and  shows  fine 
judgment  on  the  field.  Just  at  present  he 
would  be  a hard  man  to  lose.  Thus,  with 
only  two  league  games  remaining,  and 
the  English  High  game  only  a few  weeks 


away,  the  team  seems  in  fine  form.  Of 
course,  over-confidence  is  apt  to  de- 
moralize the  team;  so  are  injuries — and 
the  marks  for  September  and  October. 
But  all  these  things  are  “ifs,”  and  we 
have  a right  to  hope  for  a fair  amount  of 
good  fortune.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
Coach  O’Brien  will  keep  the  fellows 
working,  and  you  may  be  sure  no  man 
will  be  allowed  to  show  disinterest  and 
still  be  allowed  to  keep  his  place  on  the 
team.  The  coach  has  been  through  it  all 
himself  and  “knows  the  ropes.” 

As  far  as  the  school  is  concerned,  let 
the  fellows  who  are  not  out  for  the  team 
do  the  next  best  thing : Give  it  their  finan- 
cial and  moral  support.  Go  to  every  re- 
maining game,  if  you  can,  and  show 
some  more  of  the  spirit  that  we  showed 
at  the  Dorchester  game.  Don't  forget  to 
go  up  to  the  hall  the  day  before  Thanks- 
giving Day,  to  rehearse  the  songs  and 
yells.  Let  everybody  learn  them  this 
year  for  the  big  game.  And  one  other 
thing ! Get  together ! Start  early  for  the 
grounds  and  bunch  together.  You  can’t 
expect  to  make  much  noise  if  half  of  the 
Latin  School  “rooters”  are  separated 
from  the  other  half  by  a howling  mass  of 
English  High  supporters.  And  that’s  the 
way  it  has  been  in  recent  years.  You’ve 
got  to  make  up  by  unity  and  volume  for 
any  possible  inferiority  in  numbers. 

The  games  played : 

B.  L.  S.,  0;  Groton,  0. 

B.  L.  S.,  9 ; Bridgewater,  5. 

B.  I..  S.,  0;  Somerville,  9. 

B.  L.  S.,  16;  South  Boston,  0. 

B.  L.  S.,  0;  Medford,  0. 

B.  L.  S.,  5 ; Lowell,  5. 

B.  L.  S.,  5 ; Newton,  5. 

B.  L.  S.,  5 ; Dorchester,  0. 

B.  L.  S.  vs.  Roxbury. 

Totals — B.  L.  S.,  40;  opponents,  24. 
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SCHEDULE. 

Nov.  6 — M.  A.  H.  S.,  at  American 
League  grounds. 

Nov.  13 — Waltham,  at  Waltham. 

Nov.  25 — E.  H.  S.,  at  American 
League  grounds. 

it 

Saturday  afternoon,  October  9th,  the 
Latin  School  played  their  first  league 
game  of  the  season  at  the  Locust  street 
grounds.  Score:  Latin  School,  16;  South 
Boston  High  School,  0.  The  day  was 
one  hardly  fitted  for  snappy  football, 
being  warm  and  close,  but  our  eleven, 
considering  the  weather  and  the  early 
season,  showed  good  form.  Our  goal 
line  was  never  for  an  instant  in  danger, 
South  Boston  High  proving  a rather  easy 
opponent  after  such  teams  as  Groton  and 
Somerville,  though  it  must  be  confessed 
the  fellows  from  the  peninsula  high 
school  “put  up”  a plucky  fight.  For  the 
Latin  School,  Murray,  Teehan,  MacNeill 
and  Logan  played  noticeably  well.  Mur- 
ray made  long,  sure  gains;  Teehan  car- 
ried the  ball,  for  the  most  part,  in  those 
line  bucks  that  won  two  touchdowns  in 
the  first  half ; MacNeill  played  good  foot- 
ball throughout  the  game,  scoring  a 
touchdown  in  the  second  half  by  his  quick 
work  in  falling  on  the  bail  behind  our 
opponents’  goal  line;  and  Logan  played 
his  usual  snappy  game  at  quarter.  Coach 
O’Brien  took  this  game  as  an  opportunity 
to  give  some  of  the  newer  men  a chance 
to  show  their  worth.  White,  Halligan, 
Gorman,  and  Higgins  all  showed  up  well. 
Herson  of  last  year’s  team  also  returned 
to  the  line-up  for  the  first  time  this  sea- 
son. He  has  evidently  heard  “th  call  of 
the  wild.”  The  score  : 

Boston  Latin.  South  Boston  High. 

Madden,  Gorman,  1.  e.  . . .r.  e.,  McCarthy 
Prendergast,  1.  t r.  t.,  Eagan 


Burnett,  1.  g 

. . .r.  g.,  O’Connor 

MacNeill,  c 

c.,  Todd 

Green,  Herson,  r.  g.  .. 

1.  g.,  White 

O’Hara,  r.  t 

1.  t.,  Reardon 

Aver,  White,  r.  e 

. . . .1.  e.,  Thornton 

Logan,  q.  b 

Murray,  Halligan,  1.  h.  b...r.  h.  b.,  Corbett 
Withington,  Temple,  r.  h.  b.l.  h.  b.,  Grant 

Teehan,  Higgins,  f.  b 

f.  b.,  Cogan,  Warren 

Score — Boston  Latin,  16;  S.  B.  H.  S.. 
0.  Touchdowns — Teehan  (2),  MacNeill. 
Goal  from  touchdown  — Prendergast. 
Referee — O’Loughlin.  Linesmen — Wood 
and  Cleary.  Time — 15-minute  halves. 

it 

On  October  13th  the  Latin  School 
played  Medford  a 0 — 0 game.  Both 
.teams  showed  up  well  on  the  offence,  but 
were  weak  on  the  defence.  The  end  play- 
ing of  Gorman  and  the  work  of  Teehan. 
Temple,  Van  Etten,  Prendergast,  and 
Logan  was  the  best  for  the  Boston  Latin. 

it 

On  October  16th,  our  team  journeyed 
to  Lowell,  and  there  met  the  representa- 
tives of  the  local  high  school.  The  game 
was  well  played  throughout,  the  teams 
being  evenly  matched,  with  Latin  a 
shade  the  better.  Latin  School  scored 
once  in  the  first  half,  and  came  within  an 
ace  of  scoring  in  the  second  period.  Latin 
scored  first,  near  the  end  of  the  first  half, 
on  a splendid  forward  pass  from  Logan 
to  Gorman.  Prendergast  failed  to  kick 
the  goal.  In  the  second  half,  Lowell  se- 
cured the  ball  in  the  middle  of  the  field, 
on  a punt,  and  worked  it  up  the  field  for 
a score.  No  goal  was  kicked.  The  game 
ended  with  the  ball  in  Latin’s  possession 
on  Lowell’s  six-yard  line.  On  our  team 
Van  Etten,  Logan,  and  Gorman  were 
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conspicuous,  while  Gargan  was  prom- 
inent for  Lowell. 

ic 

The  Boston  Latin  and  Newton  High 
played  to  a tie  score,  5 to  5,  on  October 
19th.  Both  teams  scored  in  the  first  half, 
the  result  of  fumbles,  and  neither  kicked 
the  goal  that  would  have  won.  In  the 
second  half  Newton  was  kept  on  the  de- 
iensive  most  of  the  time,  being  forced  to 
punt  again  and  again.  Our  eleven  forced 
the  ball  to  within  ten  yards  of  the  New- 
ton goal  line,  but  was  held  for  downs.  For 
the  Boston  Latin  the  work  of  Gorman  at 
end  and  the  running  of  Halligan  at  half- 
back were  the  features.  Both  of  these 
players,  unheard-of  during  the  early 
games,  have  come  up  with  a rush  and 
should  prove  excellent  material  for  the 
first  team.  Temple,  Ayer,  and  Herson" 
also  did  well  for  the  Latin  School.  Van 
Etten  was  unfortunately  forced  to  retire 
in  the  second  half  for  “unnecessary 
roughness.”  We  always  like  to  see  a 
good  fighting  spirit  in  the  team,  but  when 
it  comes  to  actual  “mixups,”  we  like  to 
feel  it  was  “the  other  fellow.”  Never- 
theless, it’s  not  always  “the  other  fellow” 
that  gets  banished  to  the  side  lines. 

Our  “husky”  eleven  journeyed  to  Dor- 
chester on  Saturday  afternoon,  October 
23d,  and  met  the  representatives  of  the 
Red  and  Black  in  one  of  the  hardest 
fought  games  of  the  season,  winning,  5 to 
0.  Both  teams  relied  a great  deal  on 
straight  football,  Ddrchester  particularly. 
But  in  straight  football  Dorchester  cer- 
tainly met  her  match.  Although,  in  the 
first  half,  neither  team  came  within 
striking  distance  of  the  other’s  goal,  our 
eleven  showed  a general,  all-round 
superiority. 


Madden  opened  the  game  by  kicking 
off  to  Dorchester,  after  the  pigskin  had 
three  times  rolled  ominously  from  the 
little  heap  of  supporting  soil  in  the  centre 
of  the  field,  each  time  just  at  the  moment 
of  the  kick-off.  After  a few  moments  of 
trying  delay,  however,  the  ball  soared  into 
the  air  and  the  game  was  on.  For  nearly 
fifteen  minutes  the  ball  see-sawed  back 
and  forth  near  the  centre  of  the  field. 
Dorchester  seemed  to  be  relying  almost 
wholly  upon  Frazer,  both  in  punting  and 
carrying  the  ball.  At  first  he  met  with  a 
little  success  through  our  line,  but  it 
quickly  stiffened  up  like  a barrier,  and 
Dorchester  was  generally  forced  to  punt. 
Only  once  did  our  line  fail  to  hold  well, 
when  Madden  dropped  back  to  punt 
toward  the  close  of  the  first  half,  and  for 
the  first  time  during  the  game.  The  short 
punt  that  Madden  managed  to  “get  off,” 
despite  interference,  gave  the  ball  to  Dor- 
chester in  our  territory,  but  they  failed  to 
“make  good”  in  the  best  opportunity  that 
was  offered  them.  The  half  ended  with 
no  score. 

Both  teams  went  into  the  second  half 
determined  to  “break”  the  tie  score.  Then 
the  Latin  School  showed  her  metal.  The 
backs,  together  with  Gorman  and  Her- 
son, “tore  off”  long  gains.  Only  once  did 
Dorchester  threaten  to  score  during  the 
game,  and  that  was  when  Frazer  broke 
through  near  the  centre  of  the  field,  and 
seemed  to  be  on  his  way  to  a touchdown, 
only  to  be  pulled  down  by  Temple  after 
a short  dash.  Shortly  after  this  our  team 
gained  the  ball  and  started  a bewildering 
attack  on  their  opponents,  that  finally 
brought  victory.  After  varied  rushes 
from  near  the  centre  of  the  field,  a final 
thirty-yard  run  by  Temple  brought  our 
team  close  to  Dorchester’s  goal.  There 
Dorchester  suddenly  braced  and  held  for 
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downs.  Frazer  was  called  upon  to  punt, 
but  failed,  the  ball  bounding  back  over  bis 
own  goal  line,  where  MacNeill  fell  upon 
it  for  the  Latin  School.  The  ball,  how- 
ever, had  not  been  blocked  by  a Latin 
School  player,  and  had  not  crossed  the 
line  of  scrimmage, — or  some  such  tech- 
nicality,— and  Latin  School  was  given 
the  ball  on  Dorchester’s  eight-yard 
line,  the  hard-earned  touchdown  failing 
to  count.  Here  Dorchester  again  held  for 
downs  and  received  the  ball  on  her  own 
one-yard  line.  Frazer  punted,  but  Tem- 
ple ran  the  ball  back  to  the  twelve-yard 
line.*  In  two  line  plunges  Herson  went 
through  for  a touchdown.  With  less  than 
five  minutes  left  to  play,  the  Latin  School 
started  on  another  triumphant  march 
down  the  field,  but  time  was  called  with 
the  ball  near  the  centre  of  the  field.  The 
Latin  School  had  deservedly  won  her 
second  league  game  of  the  season,  and 
Dorchester  was  fortunate  in  our  having 
such  a small  score  to  show  for  it. 

For  Dorchester,  Frazer,  who  was  one 
of  our  best  men  last  year,  excelled.  The 
whole  team  seemed  to  hinge  upon  him 
alone.  For  the  Latin  School  it  is  hard  to 
pick  out  the  men  who  played  the  best 
game.  As  is  always  the  way,  the  men  in 
the  line  did  not  show  up  so  prominently 
as  individual  stars  as  did  the  backs.  But 
that  in  itself  is  a compliment,  for  the  suc- 
cessful line  is  the  one  that  works  to- 
gether like  a machine  on  the  offence,  and 
stands  as  firmly  as  a rock  on  the  defence. 
The  Latin  School  line  played  its  best 
game  so  far  this  season  at  Dorchester. 
Dorchester  was  never  able  to  get  through 
our  line  at  the  backs,  until  they  were  well 
under  way.  Herson  played  his  best  game 
of  the  season,  being  both  sure  in  the  line 
and  powerful  when  carrying  the  ball. 
Gorman  played  a fine  game,  especially  on 


the  defensive,  and  Halligan  and  Temple 
excelled  in  running  through  a broken 
field.  Captain  Madden,  under  the  coach’s 
advice,  was  unfortunately  obliged  to  re- 
tire from  the  game  on  account  of  the 
rough  work  directed  against  him.  Barring 
several  disagreeable  minor  incidents,  in 
which  the  representatives  of  the  Latin 
School,  we  feel,  were  wholly  blameless, 
and  which,  perhaps,  may  well  be  laid  to 
spectators  who  rightfully  can  claim 
nothing  in  common  with  either  school, 
the  game  proved  one  of  the  closest  and 
best  of  the  season.  It  was  especially 
gratifying  to  observe  the  surprising  num- 
ber of  Latin  School  supporters  in  the 
stands,  and  the  spirit  with  which  they 
supported  the  team.  The  score : 

Boston  Latin.  Dorchester  H.  S. 

Gorman,  1.  e r.  e.,  Conley  (Dyke) 

Herson,  1.  t r.  t.,  Hodgkins 

Prendergast,  1.  g..r.  g.,Curtis(Littlefield) 

MacNeill,  c c.,  Horton 

Madden  (captain),  r.  g 

. .1.  g.,  Gleason  (captain)  (Mullane) 

Burnett,  r.  t 1.  t.,  Finley 

White  (Ayer),  r.  e..l.  e.,  Quilty  (Chapin) 

Logan,  q.  b q.  b.,  Hoernle 

Halligan,  1.  h.  b r.  h.  b.,  La  Roche 

Temple  ( Withington),  r.  h.  b 

1.  h.  b.,  Abbott 

Teehan  (Van  Etten),  f.  b. . .f.  b.,  Frazer 

at 

Saturday,  October  30th,  the  usual 
game  at  Salem  having  been  cancelled,  the 
Latin  School  eleven  met  that  of  Roxbury 
High  at  Dunbar  avenue  grounds.  The 
less  said  of  the  game,  from  a Latin 
School  standpoint,  the  better.  The  day 
was  bitter  cold,  the  crowd  small,  and  the 
game  long-drawn-out,  being  continually 
marred  by  wrangling.  Roxbury  worked 
her  way  to  our  very  goal  posts,  but  lost 
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the  ball  and  a well-earned  touchdown  by 
a technicality  in  the  forward  pass. 

We  regret  to  say  that  unsportsmanlike 
tactics  were  frequently  resorted  to  by 
several  of  our  opponents.  Herson  and 
Halligan  particularly  received  treatment 
that  was  really  more  than  flesh  and  blood 
could  stand,  but  the  officials  seemed 
totally  unaware  of  the  rough  work  going 
on.  Our  eleven  was  certainly  in  its  worst 
form  of  the  season.  The  passing  of  the 
ball  to  the  backs  was  slow  ; the  line  failed 
to  hold,  and  the  opposing  ends  often  came 
around  and  tackled  the  runner  behind  his 
own  line.  Let  it  be  said,  as  a redeeming 
feature,  that  each  man  played  desperately 
for  all  that  was  in  him.  But  the  team,  as 
a whole,  seemed  carried  off  its  feet,  de- 
moralized. Furthermore,  what  luck  there 
was  seemed  always  against  us.  Let  us 


hope  that  this  is  the  usual  mid-season 
slump  and  that  the  eleven  will  show  old 
form  in  the  three  big  games  that  remain. 
The  past  week  has  brought  about  many 
discouraging  changes.  Van  Etten,  Tee- 
ban  and  Captain  Madden  were  out  of  the 
line-up  Saturday.  Prendergast,  one  of 
the  best  men  in  the  line,  was  injured 
during  the  game,  and  several  of  our  best 
players  are  “on  the  ragged  edge”  in 
standing.  Nevertheless,  we  feel  confident 
of  Coach  O’Brien’s  ability  to  bring  the 
team  out  of  its  present  condition.  In 
Saturday’s  game  our  line-up  was : Ends, 
Gorman,  White  and  Ayer;  backs,  Tem- 
ple. Ilalhgan,  Hanlon,  Withington,  Hig- 
gins ; quarterback,  Logan ; centre,  Mac- 
neill ; guards,  Prendergast,  Burnett, 
Colby;  tackles,  Pierson,  Tate. 


SCHOOL  NOTES. 


Mr.  Pennypacker’s  remarks  in  the  hall 
on  Monday  morning,  October  11th,  con- 
cerned several  matters  of  deep  import  to 
the  school.  In  speaking  of  athletics  he 
said:  “We  are  coming  now  to  that  time 
of  the  year  when  boys  are  interested  in 
football,  a game  which  is  admirable  when 
played  as  it  is  prescribed  to  be  played. 
Football  cultivates  manliness,  control  of 
temper,  and  a sturdy  frame,  if  it  is  played 
rightly.  Unfortunately,  however,  some 
horrible  accident  is  liable  to  occur  to  mar 
the  game,  or  some  member  of  one  of  the 
teams,  in  the  thoughtlessness  of  the  mo- 
ment, may  commit  an  act  which  in  his 
sober  afterthought  he  would  deeply 
regret.  Such  examples  reflect  only  to 
the  discredit  of  the  game.  Furthermore, 
in  going  to  and  from  the  games,  remem- 
ber that  each  one  of  us  carries  with  him 
in  his  possession  the  good  name  of  the 


school.  If  any  act  of  his  compromises 
that  name,  he  has  injured  the  school  in 
which  we  all  take  great  pride.  Let  every 
boy,  when  he  goes  to  the  game,  vigorously 
support  the  school’s  representatives.  The 
football  player  is  very  sentimental ; he 
yearns  for  cheers  and  encouragement. 
But  the  gentleman  always  respects  the 
rights  of  others.  Therefore  don't  do  or 
say  in  your  excitement  what  you  would 
regret  afterward.” 

Changing  the  subject  to  that  of  school 
work,  he  continued  in  brief:  “Septem- 
ber was  a rather  broken  month.  There 
was  confusion;  many  of  the  boys  were 
new  to  the  school.  But  now  we  are 
fairly  sure  to  have  regular,  steady,  un- 
broken work.  The  month  of  September 
is  not  usually  taken  as  the  criterion  of 
what  a pupil  can  do.  In  October,  how- 
ever, he  has  four  weeks  to  show  his  true 
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metal;  to  show  just  what  he  can  do.  If 
he  was  promoted  “on  condition.”  he 
should  show  his  masters  that  promotion 
was  justified.  There  is  no  way  to  suc- 
cess so  certain  and  so  inevitable  as  the 
road  that  leads  through  work.  The  boy 
who  works,  succeeds;  he  doesn't  fail. 
This  is  a never-failing  rule.  Further- 
more, the  person  who  is  most  honest  with 
you,  the  one  whom  you  know  to  be  sin- 
cere, that  critic  is  the  person  you  see  in 
the  mirror  each  morning.  Get  his  ap- 
proval ! For  to  lose  the  respect  of  that 
critic  is  a calamity,  indeed.” 

Mr.  Pennypacker  closed  the  morning’s 
exercises  with  a reference  to  a most  un- 
fortunate accident,  which  but  lately  oc- 
curred. Robert  Emmett  Taylor  of  Class 
VI.  was  accidently  thrown  in  a scuffle, 
and  was  so  severely  injured  that  he  died 
some  hours  later.  The  accident  did  not 
occur  in  our  schoolyard,  where  the  hard 
red  bricks  might  have  caused  immediate 
death,  but  in  the  street  near  the  school. 
“The  lesson,”  added  Mr.  Pennypacker, 
“is,  be  careful  of  each  other.  Don’t  en- 
gage in  such  impetuous  play  that  some- 
body will  be  injured  as  a result.” 

it 

We  miss  the  Glee  Club,  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Howell,  at  the  Public 
Declamation  days,  this  year. 

Sophistry : Is  the  fellow  that  we  see 
studying  so  diligently  coming  in  on  the 
car  in  the  morning  really  so  fond  of 
study,  or  did  he  go  to  the  theatre  with 
“Uncle  George”  the  night  before? 

it 

So  drill  has  begun ! And  the  lower 
classes,  and  the  physics  “sharks”  of  the 
first  class,  study — perhaps. 


Swift-winged  Fame  has  it  that  our 
most  prominent  society,  the  Monday 
Morning  Walking  Club,  has  disbanded 
until  better  days. 

To  study,  or  drill,  “that  is  the  ques- 
tion !”  Is  it  a case  of  “choosing  the 
lesser  of  two  evils?” 

it 

Wednesday,  October  6th,  was  a rather 
unexpected  but  nevertheless  a welcome 
holiday  to  most  of  us.  Those  who  wit- 
nessed the  student  celebration  in  the 
Stadium  during  the  evening  could  not  but 
have  observed  the  great  number  of  past 
Latin  School  boys  who  took  part  in  the 
long  torchlight  procession.  The  class  of 
1909  from  the  Latin  School  was  in  par- 
ticular evidence  among  this  year’s 
“freshies.” 

We  don’t  object  a bit  to  the  monthly 
fire  drills — especially  if  they  come  unex- 
pectedly in  the  midst  of  a difficult  recita- 
tion. 

it 

The  First  Public  Declamation  of  the 
school  year  took  place  on  Friday,  October 
22d.  A good  number  of  friends  of  the 
school  occupied  seats  in  the  centre  of  the 
hall.  Several  of  the  classes  remained  for 
study  in  their  rooms  in  the  “lower 
regions.” 

it 

United  we  stand,  divided — we  stand — 
in  the  lunch  room. 

it 

Mr.  Robinson  is  acting  head  of  the  De- 
partment of  Mathematics  during  Mr.  W. 
T.  Campbell’s  absence  abroad.  Mr. 
Powers  has  been  given  charge  of  Room 
6,  and  teaches  mathematics  mainly. 
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In  the  recent  elections  the  following 
committees  were  chosen  in  the  first  class : 
Pin  Committee — L.  F.  Fowler,  P.  M. 
Mazur,  A.  G.  Willey,  A.  H.  Onthank ; 
Photograph  Committee — J.  C.  MacNeill 
F.  J.  Van  Etten,  PI.  A.  Slamin,  A.  L. 
White. 

it 

The  Associate  Editors  of  the  Register 
from  Class  II.  are  no  longer  "to  be  ap- 
pointed.” Charles  C.  Peterson  and  Ernest 
R.  Caverly  have  been  chosen. 

it 

The  Register  headquarters  have  been 
transferred  from  the  old  “sanctum”  in 
the  Teachers’  Room,  on  the  first  floor,  to 
Room  IS. 


The  official  school  catalogue  for  1909- 
10  will  soon  be  available.  The  Latin 
School  catalogue  is  “a  valuable  memento 
of  your  school  life,”  to  quote  Mr.  Penny- 
packer.  “It  gets  more  and  more  valu- 
able as  the  years  go  by.  Such  souvenirs 
of  your  younger  days  will  be  a source  of 
great  satisfaction  to  you  in  after  life.” 
Let  each  boy  in  the  school  purchase  the 
catalogue.  It  contains  matter  that  may 
be  of  vital  importance  to  him. 

it 

The  first  of  the  “three-minute”  bells 
seems  to  be  looked  upon  only  as  a signal 
that  another  bell  is  to  ring  in  three  min- 
utes. Fw  start  with  the  first  bell.  Hence 
some  “hustling”  near  the  ringing  of  the 
last  one. 
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